colds, and Chemical Food, which was supposed to be a
'tonic. But I was no advertisement for all or any of these
remedies, and Granny would sigh:

"Well, Gertie, I suppose you are just one of Pharaoh's
lean kine."

Out of love, she made it sound like a compliment, so not to
to worry her, I submitted to Mother's habit of pinching my
cheeks to make them look rosy whenever we approached
Granny's doorstep, and I even resorted to the trick of
pinching my own cheeks when alone on her doorstep,
waiting for her to let me in.

The popular taste was still for buxom beauties. His
Majesty King Edward could 'ave 'is Jersey Lily; the
British working-man preferred a nice generous armful.

The winter I was ten, and at a time when our finances
hit rock bottom, Mother got herself a job in the chorus in a
Christmas production of Babes in the Wood at the Brixton
Theatre. The casting director studied her pleasing curves,
listened to her voice, which was a very good soprano, and
for once did not ask her to lift her long skirts to show her
legs. This was fortunate, for though Mother had pretty
ankles, the rest of her below the waist seemed to have no
relation to the part of her above the waist. However, she
had no false notions about her shape, and she had a very
practical mind.

Having signed the contract, she came home with the
flesh-coloured tights supplied by the wardrobe mistress.
Putting them on, she instructed me how to pad the legs of
this garment with cotton wool to give her the much-desired
and seductively rounded thighs which she unfortunately
lacked. Of course it was possible to buy tights thus treated.
These were called symmetricals. But they were very
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